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THE SOUL'S JOURNEY— (In Theee Parts). 

Translated from the German by S. J. D. 

Part Second. — Triumph of the Image. 
CYCLET THE THIRD. 



1. 

In the hanging palace of Dreams, 
Whose marble is hewn of the cloud 

And whose dome so mistily gleams, 
I flit with the shidowy crowd. 

And there on an ivory throne 
Whose tint into air ever fades. 

With form half hid and half known 
la sitting the King of the shades. 

The dreams rustle by at the door 
Like butterflies winging away, 

The shadows dart out and then soar; 
It seemeth a rambow play. 

Abroad through the world they all roam, 
In search of a sleeper they seem, 

But I go down to their home, 
For I myself am a dream. 

In that palace of golden delight 

Is dwelling a dream of yore. 
In whose bosom my soul doth alight. 

The embrace is as sweet as before. 



2. 

Sweetest face, how can I fasten 

Thy fleet features to mine eye! 
If I look I see thee hasten. 

Ever gone yet ever nigh ; 
As I turn around to greet thee 

Flees thy form into the haze. 
But I always quickly meet thee 
■ When I thoughtless go my ways. 

Thy dear look doth o'er me hover 

If it is not by me sought, 
But if once I thee discover. 

Then thou turnest into nought; 
Only in thy cloudy garment 

When the senses are at rest 
I behold thee, or in raiment 

Wherewith dreams thy form have dressed 

XI— 9 
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When I seek, I can not see thee. 

When I see, I seek thee not; 
Lovely image do not flee me. 

Float a moment o'er this spot! 
But from clouds lean not free thee, 

Nought thou hast of mortal lot. 
When I seek, I can not see thee, 

When I see, I seek thee not. 



I gazed on a falling star 
With its beautiful burning eye. 

Its train of diamonds afar 
Swept sparkling down the sky. 

Headlong it fell in the Sea 

Out of the Heavens above, 
But quenched its blaze could not be, 

It was the star of Love. 

Old Ocean himself was flr«d 

When he felt that flame in his breast, 
He heaved and rolled and retired. 

Love too has stolen his r*st. 

Though fallen is the star 
And vacant its place in the sky. 

In his breast it is brighter by far 
Than when it was shining on high. 



Whither goest, joyous vision, 

Dancing on yon dome of sky? 
Lookest oft in light derision 

At our £artb that rolleth nigh ; 
Or on beds of down thou liest 

Which the clouds have made for thee, 
And their golden fringe suppliest 

From the Sun's bright tapestry. 

Whither goest, silent dreamlet. 
Nightly looking me to tears. 
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Tears tliat form a sobbing streamlet 
Winding darkly through my years? 

Often have I Bought to hold thee 
And my heart thy image make, 

But if once my arms enfold thee, 
Tlien, alas, lam awake. 

Vision, sunny must be heaven 

For me to behold thy face. 
And the tempest-cloud be riven 

To let through thy beams of grace; 
Dreamlei:, that from death upspringest 

Where its darkness shrouds the urn, 
Thou of night thy being bringest, 

And to-night thou dost return. 



5. 



•Uist as it was lost. 

Thought in other thought now merges 

While I walk along;— 
Hark! in soft melodious surges 

Swells again that song; 
As I seek anew to listen 

Bies the cadence fond. 
And methinks I hear it hasten 

To its worn beyond. 

So departs my tuneful fairj 

If I mark her aught 
Fades away the music airy 

At the ray of thought; 
If I think not I am near it 

Round my path it flows; 
But if once I know I hear it, 

Hear I but the close. 



It is the Day of Love; 

What glow on high ! 
The air is all one kiss 

From out the sky. 

It is the Day of Love; 

Tell me, oh why? 
The Heavens above look down 

One mild, blue eye. 

It is the Day of Love; 

Grief will not die. 
The breeze roves mid the hills 

One endless sigh. 

It is the Day of Love; 

A face draws nigh ; 
I feel the kiss of one 

From out the sky. 



6. 



Notes are falling light and airy 

From the distant cloud. 
Of mine ear they seem so wary 

Scarcely are they loud; 
'Tis the roundel of a spirit 

Dropping from above. 
And the skies that redden near it 

Show a heart of love. 



A frozen fount of tears 
Had chilled mine eye, 

I saw its crystal jet 
Point toward the sky. 

Hushed were its murmurs low, 

It flowed no more, 
But ever swelled within 

Its body hoar. 

Then came along the Spring, 

And breathed soft. 
The Earth her mantle white 

Mid carols doffed. 

The crystal fount of tears 

To melt began, 
Ahj softened was the soil 

Through which they ran. 

And hot then gushed the stream 

From out that ice. 
Mine eye too overflowed 

With sudden rise. 



Let me feel again that measure 

Breathing on mine ear;— 
But in vain I seek the treasure. 

Voice no more I hear; 
All to nought hath waned the sweetness 

When I wished it most, 
Flashed into my brain its fleetness 



Out the cloud I see a finger 

Lightly touch a key; 
Sounds float o'er my head and linger. 

Music may it be ? 
Now a voice comes winding faintly 

Through that melody. 
And I see an image saintly 
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Singing there to me. 

Then of sound a ehower golden 

Doth around me fall ; 
'Tis a strain with burden olden 

That can never pall : 
How on earth a gentle maiden 

Lived a life serene, 
Had a heart with music laden 

Flowing o'er unseen; 

How betimes she did discover 

In a lonely wood, 
Him who was her chosen lover 

Where he silent stood ; 
How her soul with £iilln»ss driven 

Burst into a strain, 
Telling of her spirit riven 

By the sweetest pain ; 

How in one they had been moulded, 

Came a woful day, 
Fate tore out two hearts enfolded, 

Bore hers then away, 
How she warbles now from Heaven, 

Soothes his soul to rest. 
And to him eternal given 

Is her image blest. 



Image veiled of poesy. 

Search is vain for thy dim land. 
Yet unconscious it I be. 

In thy shadow there I stand; 
Covered in thy cloudy fold. 

By me are all secrets heard, 
If I ask to have them told, 

Then they vanish at a word . 

Hazy is thy welkin deep. 

Moonlit is thy silent sea, 
But the days forgotten keep 

Treasures buried there for me; 
Sweet embraces sunk in night, 

Forms that have been lost on earth. 
Rise again before my sight. 

Find a new, more glorious birth. 

When this upper world I leave. 

Sink I to that Paradise, 
There I meet my sainted Eve, 

All lur faded moments rise; 
Then creeps knowledge, Jealous snake. 

Spies our secret hiding-place. 
Flees the queen, my spirits wake, 

Eden fair dissolves to space. 



9. 



11. 



The sweetest echoes are ringing 

Within mine ear. 
The air seems softly singing, 

My name I hear. 

I hasten to look around me, 
Whence came that voice? 

Thy face once more has found me. 
Howl rejoice. 



Meseemed that I rested in slumber 
My bead on a heaving breast. 

And listened to lays without number 
To my soul in music addressed. 

I hear the sweet songs without number 
In melody weirdly expressed. 

No words their motion encumber 
As the sound winds into my rest. 



Thou hast in newness arisen! 

I thought thee lost; 
My heart leaped out of its prison 

That shape to accost . 

Is it life or the image adored. 

Ask me not this; 
I know that to me is restored 

Thy living kiss. 

But oh, the dream-god delusive 

Whisks her away. 
While into mine eye pries intrusive 

A morniDg ray. 



No thoughts their feeling encumber. 
Pure soul of the heart in the breast. 

Whose notes entune me in slumber. 
As I lie in its mnsic caressed. 

Oh rock me for aye in the slumber 
That murmurs the melody bl»8t, 

And sings me the songs without number 
Reposing in dreams on thy breast. 



12. 



When into the realm forbidden 
Flees my soul from its own lace. 
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There it flods thelmage bidden 
Of thy soul to take its place; 

'Tis the features as I knew them 
With the voice of golden note, 

Long T turn intent to view them 
While on clouds of song I float. 

But my faee to me returneth 

And I 9ee myself again. 
Then thy soul my prayer spurneth. 

Will no more by me remain ; 
So is fled the phantom airy 

If I but behold me there, 
Vanished is ray realm of Fairy 

Though I seek it everywhere. 

Often hath deep longing bound me 

That I might become a trance, 
Loosened from the world around me 

And absolved from my own glance; 
If I know what I am doing 

Then the God doth cease to send. 
If I know I am pursuing, 

Oh despair, it is the end. 



13. 



And alighted close to my side, 
A store of beauty he brought 
'Gainst sorrow my soul to provide. 

The cropk of a shepherd he reached, 

When arose a peaceful strain. 
Of streams and mountains and sheep- 
But disgust was added to pain. 

As I turned away with a sigh. 

He put in my hand a bright sword, 

A song was soon heard in the air 
With a hurrying, clangorous word. 

The battle came on with its roar. 
The heroes great valor displayed, 

I listened awhile to the noise 
Then handed him back his blade. 

To weep the good seraph began 
As I turned again to depart. 

He stepped up behind me and laid 
To mine ear a throbbing heart. 

At once my body and soul 
Dissolved to a musical tear; 

Oh seraph, come down to my side 
And lay that heart to mine ear. 



A seraph flew down through the air. 



CYCLE! THE FOURTH. 



Up rose a burnins: mountain 

Gut of a human breast, 
The tears were a lava fountain 

That burnt their way from the crest. 



My shallop was cutting the wave 
On the breast of the heaving lake. 

The moon was cutting the clouds. 
And gaily they danced in her wake. 



The eyes were a double crater 
That never ceased to flow. 

Their ruddy rivers grew greater 
While fiercer became their glow. 



Her crescent canoe rode aloft 
Where the sun looks down at noon. 

Her oarsman was daring and deft, 
It was the man in the moon . 



The sides were made of tinder 
Enkindled and fanned with a sigh. 

And wherever there fell a cinder, 
Went up a trist Ail cry . 



I gazed on the luminous craft 
Till it seemed to descend to my side, 

Then I hailed that mariner bold 
As by me his pinnace did glide. 



But as those fiames waxed hotter 
They seemed to burn up the sky; 

The mountain began to totter. 
In ashen repose it doth lie. 



*'Oh give me your place in your boat, 
I would rock in its rhythmical swoon' 

"This crescent and I are one," 
Retorted the man in the moon. 
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"Then a race to yon planet of love y 
I said as he raised his light oar ; ~' 

He sailed over the mountain top 
And I ran into the shore. 



3. 



It hissed and flashed and thundered, 
With sulphur was filled the air, 

The Heavens from Earth were sundered 
By a wall of flaming despair. 

In the blaze stood a smiting flgure 
With the glare on his angry face, 

And ever his eyes grew bigger 
As he smote with his mighty mace. 

The Earth kept rolling and quaking 
That no one could firmly stand, 

Atlantean pillars were shaking 
Beneath his violent hand. 

Then burst the loudest thunder 
But the flgure no longer was seen. 

Still Heaven and Earth were asunder 
Though daylight lay between. 

I sought for that flgure volcanic 
Where last was heard the sound , 

The Earth showed a grin Satanic— 
A Assure in the ground . 



In Merlin's gloomy cave 
The magic word I sought 

That called men out the grave 
And to his presence brought. 

The old enchanter came 
And told it in mine ear; 

I speak it just the same, 
The shadows then app«ar. 

Bright berng^ chant a song, 

The fairies flit around. 
The dead rise in a throng 

As when the trump shall sound. 

The golden visions dance 
B»fore my raptured eye. 

The world looks on in trance. 
Enchained by Poesy. 

She leads me with her lay. 
Out of the cave profound. 

The fairies dart away 
The dead stay in the ground . 

Those rainbow dreams are gone. 
No more the strains are heard, 

The world goes heedless on 
And I have lost the word. 



6. 



I lay in the vale of Valveemlr 
Sunk deep in a vision at noon, 

bnacloud stood the form of a dreamer, 
The rhythm he sang of a rune. 

Then chanted that shade of the dreamer, 

A lyre softly touched in tune : 
"I hope from beyond to redeem her, 

Restoring the heavenly boon ; 

I long from beyond to redeem her, ' '— 
The words seem his Soul to attune; 

What makes thee so pallid, thou dreamer? 
To the cloud he sank in a swoon. 

Oft now in the vale of Valveemir, 
With longing I lie down at noon. 

Betimes I see darting that dreamer. 
But no longer I hear the wild rune. 



To-day I have a pain 
^'er felt before, 
There is a something gone 

I would restore ; 
I dreamed that I could dream 

Of thee no more. 

Oblivion's hand wiped out 

All time of yore. 
And Heaven shut its book 

Of starry lore; 
I dreamed that I could dream 

Of thee no more. 

Some flend in mantle black 
Stepped In my door. 

My heart soon felt a blade 
Pierce to its cor« ; 

I dreamed that I could dream 
Of thee no more. 

It was as if dim shapes 
My body bore. 
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Then with an earthen pall 
'Twas covered o'er;— 

I dreamed that I could dream 
Of thee no more. 



I clasp thee out the grave, 
)ugh I go mad, go mad. 



7. 

It is thy flesh I weep. 
The soul is safe I know, 

Ss when there comes thy face , 
My tears begin to flow. 

Yet Beason hath no tears. 
Nor feels she human pain 

For her there is no loss, 
For her there is but gain . 

She is the all in all, 

And Death is but her fool. 
The mistress can not b« 

Of her own slave the tool. 

But I am flesh myself. 
Thy body's what I miss. 

Oh let me see those eyes 
And give me back that kiss. 

1 bathe in mine own heart 
Though Beason e'en be sad. 



Lovely Image, we must part, 
Long thou hast been at my side. 

But I feel now what thou art— 
Thou no more wilt here abide. 

Like thy body was art thou. 
Which once faded from my view, 

And of union broke the vow ; 
Now there fades the image too. 

Thou hast kept for many days 
In the path of my nipt eye, 

And thou lookest through the rays 
When the sun shines out the sky. 

But the image too must sink 

Into dark forgetfulness, 
And the chain which it doth link 
Must be broken in distress. 

Lovely Image, we must part 
Tnough the soul has long been true. 

Though the tears begin to start. 
Lovely image, now adieu. 
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Part Third — Triumph of Reason. 
CYCLET THE FIRST. 



1. 



I sailed past the portals of mornmg, 
And swept throiigh the ocean of space, 

Its little worlds everywhere scorning, 
Beyond was directed my face. 

I sought for some mountainous wall 
The Universe has as its bourne. 

My mind was to scale it or fall 
Through measureless oeons forlorn. 

Beyond it I thought I could find 
The lost one to me and to Earth, 

And her to my soul I would bind 
And restoreto the flesh of her birth. 

But that wall I always must climb 

When I to see her desire, 
Mustslip out the trammels of Time 

And dwell in the spirits' pure Are. 



Oft now return those happy hours 
Which with thee once I passed. 

When I can rid me of the powers 
Wherewith sense binds me fast. 

For memory is a waking dream 
If nought without assail ; 

Our lives again to live we seem 
Repeating o'er their tale. 

So when from flesh the soul is free 
And all to nought is hurled. 

Must memory be reality. 
The ever-present world. 



For it brings back thy face, 
I speak with thee as one on whom 
Death can not leave his trace.; 

Thy image springs before ray step, 
The beams that fall so chaste 

Transmute my heart to be as thme. 
All earthy thoughts erased. 

Thy soul I mould into myself. 
Then can I dwell witSi thee. 

Then is for me thy presence dear 
An immortality. 



i. 



The plastic god of old 

Dwelt in thy soul. 
Though broken in his form 

And dust his stole. 

He mused thus to himself: 
' 'Enough of stone— 

I'll be a god withiH, 
Havetheremy throne." 

He fashioned for himself 

A statue rare, 
Xot hewn ofmarble white 

So chill, so fair. 

His marble was thy soul, 

He gave it form, 
A form most beautiful , 

But it was warm. 



3. 

My acts were true to thee in life. 

Affection never waned. 
But Fancy breaking loose at times 

The temple sore profaned . 

Against the image-making power 

I shouted oft a curse. 
When it has made my ideal world 

Than this below far worse. 

That power is now my sweetest boon 



Maria held her child. 
Saw rapt as if in trance. 

Upon the future world 
Was fixed her anxious glance. 

The lore for her dear boy 
In every feature stood. 

And men in her adored 
Eternal motherhood. 

She was a virgin too ; 

We shrug now at the deed , 
Mother and virgin too 

Is not our present creed. 
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Maria is the wife 

United by strict rite, 
And living in tlie heart 

Of which she has the plight. 

She is the mother sweet 

For joy lost in her child. 
The wife and mother too 

With looks so heavenly mild. 

Maria, thou art gone 
Who wast the Holy Wife, 

The Holy Mother too, 
I worship now thy life. 



The wife still to her bosom draws 
And soothes my feverish head. 

Th' eternal woman lives in thee 
And glows with rays of love, 

She casts her wonted smile on me 
From all around, above. 

And though thy body turn to dust, 
Thou art my half, my whole. 

Disrobed of all the earthy crust, 
Transfigured to pure soul . 



8. 



6. 



What can I keep of thee. 
Demands my troubled thought; 

For that sweet face which smiled on me 
Must soon fall into nought. 

What token didst thou leave 

For my eternal boon? 
I know thy frame has no reprieve. 

Is waning like the moon. 

Will aught of thine remain 

For me and for the race? 
The musty earth where thou hast Iain 

Will merely show a trace. 

Thy deathless part 1 pine 

Which shone tlirough earthy frame; 
I seek to make it wholly mine 

And make us both the same. 



7. 



Th' eternal woman lived in thee 
In highest, purest form. 

In all thy acts we did her see 
Whom flesh can ne'er deform. 

Thou wast th' eternal wife divine. 
The type that can't depart. 

In deepest unity with mine 
Was closely knit thy heart. 

Tliou wast th' eternal mother true 
Whose life was in thy child; 

What ages in Madonna view 
Stione out tliy face so mild. 

But no, th' Eternal is, not was. 
The Mother is not dead, 



I would not have a priest 
O'er thy dead shape to tell 

Of sinners' torments dire 
Damned to the fires of hell . 

Nor should he dare narrate 

That Oriental dream 
Which makes a Heaven of sense. 

Of things that merely seem. 

He should not speak of Faitli 
In his or others' whim. 

Offering eternal bliss 
To those who think like him . 

Thou hadst no Heaven nor Hell 
As thy dear life I knew, 

No creed cooped up thy soul 
Obstructing its sweet dew. 

Thou wast the God himself 

In all that is divine; 
Why search the dark Beyond 

For what's already thine? 



A wretched solace must that be 

Which rests upon a lie. 
Foregoing manhood's brightest crown 
; To put to flight a sigh. 

I know thy flesh is burning up 

In elemental fire, 
I can not think thy frame will rise 

From out that funeral pyre. 

The world beyond is not of sense 
Repeating Just what's here, 

To Faith 1 will not sell my soul 
That 1 may dry a tear. 
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Thy soothing hand, thy proffered lip. 
Thy loving eyes' soft beam 

Are dust, and only can be real 
When I myself am dream. 

Yet something lit and ruled thy shape 

Beyond the senses' strife, 
Thy spirit was the God himself 

And Heaven was thy life. 



10. 



The desire came o'er me so strong 
To imbreathe thy breathless clod, 

I unconsciously fell on my knees 
And fervently prayed to God 

Soon I felt myself rising aloft, 
I passed all the stars of the night, 

Till I stepped on the heavenly hill 
Whence the Earth is lost to the sight. 

And there sat a kindly old man 
On a throne of luminous gold. 

His beard was hoary and long 
His forehead had many a fold . 

Upon me he cast his mild eye 
And spake with so gentle an air: 

Hearken, my son, to ray words, 
I am the God of thy prayer. 

1 have had thee borne up to my throne. 
For to Earih I descend no more, 

I never had many fiends there 
And now have less than before. 

I have ceased my personal sway 

During this many a year. 
And no longer in worldly affairs 

I directly interfere. 

But a system of laws I have made 
Which are alwavs supreme and the same. 

And these now govern the world 
Both with and without my name. 

It is true that long long ago 
Far different was ray vocation, 

I did nought but fulfil their desires 
For whom I had inclination. 

In my youth I came oft down to Earth, 

And of men I e'en was a guest. 
But six thousand years of trouble 



Have made me long for rest. 

Sad son, thy prayer give o'er. 

For whatever lives must die ; 
Pray not that the universe be 

For sake of thy sorrow a lie . 

In reason alone ends thy hope. 
Nor think thyself to be friendless : 

The world would crumble to-day 
If the. transient were once made endless . 

Strange worcfs, thought I when he ceased. 

To come from lips supreme; 
If they had been said by a man, 

I had ))oldly replied— You blaspheme. 



11. 

Dear friend, you have spoken of angels 

Who are watching now at our side, 
Among them you say is the spirit 

Ol that bright being wbo died . 
It is true, for I see those angels 

And repose in their beauteous gleam. 
But then you dream and don't know it, 

I dream and know that I dream . 

You have told me of the departed. 

You say they shall meet us again. 
With every member restored 

Yet freed of the bodily stain. 
Oh yes, I behold those dear shadows 

And live in their eyes' gentle beam; 
Dear friend you dream and don'tknow it, 

I dream and know that 1 dream . 

Yon have also described a bright heaven 

Where is the sweet haven of rest, 
And you say, there forever united 

Shall we be with those who are blest; 
'Tistrue, I believe in that Heaven, 

WithiH its fair fields I now seem. 
But ah, you dream and don't know it, 

I dream and know that I dream. 

You cite me the words of the Scripture 

Which the purest of truth you deem. 
Yet the Bible is a deep vision 

And calls itself often a dream; 
I too shall retain my Bible 

And bathe in its shadowy stream, 
Still, friend, you dream and don'tknow it, 

I dream and know that I dream. 
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CYCLET THE SECOND. 



1. 



Oh Nature sweet, methinks to-day I love thee more 

Than ever I have loved a look of thine before, 

I often ask why now to me thou art so blest, 

But 'tis not what thou art, but what thou lowly sayst. 

I see them nod their heads, the giants of the grove. 
And in their company I go alone to rove, 
For then they chant a lay whose notes before unheard 
More deeply move the soul than any spoken word. 

I see them glance at me the maidens of the mead. 
From yellow-kirtled sunflower down to the homely reed. 
But thou, the many-flounced. Oh rose the queen thou art 
Whose blushing whisper strikes the music of the heart. 

I see them float above, the angels of the air. 
In snowy vestments clad, with pinions white and fair, 
Far down the sky they sweep until the eye grows dim. 
While of the Great Beyond is heard their holy hymn. 

'Tis not the form alone whose beauty should be seen. 
The spirit must be heard beneath the outer sheen. 
No mute thou art. Oh Nature with a visage fair, 
Thon hast a mystic voice that hymns upon the air. 

Oh no, 'tis not thy suit of vernal velvet green, 
Nor all thy fairy robes in Autumn brightl) seen. 
Not any form sublime or sunlit hue of dress, — 
Not these alone, but what these all to me express. 

For when thy beauteous front I thoughtless glance along. 
At once within me moves a voiceless rhythm of song. 
But when I look anew unfolding all thy scroll. 
Oh then I stand and gaze upon my very soul. 



A Janus-headed form. 



Whatever music you may thrill 
The earth or oky around, 

Concordant to the mood within 
Its notes are ever found . 

A thousaud voices Nature hath 
That whisper low and loud. 

Revealing what lies hid beneath 
The deep unconscious cloud. 

She is the rising, setting sun , 
As well the calm as storm, 
She is another to herself. 



A varied music is her speech. 
Still music deep and true; 

Its harmony you seek to And— 
The key-note lies in you. 



3. 

Uh roses that dream in the sun, 
Arouse from your fragrant sleep. 

My heart by your passion is won, 
And in wild longing doth leap . 
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Your buds of bright red from the spray 
Gush out like drops from the heart; 

Is it love o'erflowing in play. 
Or IS it a wound's bloody smart? 

The Sun doth soothe you to rest, 
And round you more warm is his beam; 

See the flame dart up in each breast! 
I know that of love is your dream. 

More scarlet is turning the roee. 
And <!arker is colored its stain; 

'Tis sending out blood in its throes, — 
Now I feel its dream is of pain. 

Oh roses that bleed with the kiss 
That falls in the Sun's golden rain. 

Your passion Is love's sweetest bliss. 
Yet oh, your passion is pain. 



I glance aloft into the^sky 
And there behold a fleecy cloud ; 

It is a robe to deck a bride. 
Oh no, it is a shroud. 

I hear a warbler in the wood. 

The trees are trilling with his strain; 
His joy runs out the tiny beak. 

Oh no, it is bis pain. 

The Sun looks down upon the world 
J. s he pursues his radiant race ; 

What peace he spreads along his way! 
What rage Is in his face! 

The lightnings flash, the thunders crash. 
The warrior battling, holds his breath; 

It is his victory presaged. 
But no, it IS his death. 

Sly Nature hath a double tongue. 

She also hath a double face. 
She tells two stories to the friend 



Who seeks her fair embrace. 

And whether he have weal or woe 
The change from out her face hath shone ; 

Though manifold may be her look, 
Her sympathy is one. 



5. 



Dear Poet, I love your sweet music, 

You say it is sung from the trees, 
That hymn the soft tones ot a language 

Borne light to your ear on the bretze; 
■ I too can hear the low roundel 

So mildly diffusing its cheer. 
But you bear .yourself and don't know it, 

I hear me and know that I hear. 

Dear Poet, I love your wild story 

That rose on your raptured eye 
In golden letters gigantic 

There written above on the sky; 
I too behold the bright symliols, 

A Fairy once gave me their key, 
'Tis yourself you see and don't know it, 

I see me and know that I see. 

Dear Poet, I love the fair image. 

That comes at the might of your spell. 
From its home in a limitless ocean 

Where the Past and the Future dwell ; 
I too call up a dear shadow 

Whose shape from mine eye cannot fade, 
You see your own phantom unconscious, 

Ah mine, I know 'tis a shade. 

Oh Poet, illustrious master 
Of music and fable inwrought. 

Sink down in your domain romantic 
And leave the colorless thought; 

'Tis not a rude boast or a triumph, 
'Tis your greatness and glory for me 

That you see your soul and don't know It, 
While mine I know that I see. 



CYCLET THE THIRD. 
I. Howe'er Ilongand singand pray. 



You say I have destroyed the world 
And future life to chaos hurled, 
Because I think the image sweet 
Is all that I can ever meet 
Of her who has now passed away. 



The highest truth for you is sense. 
Its loss leaves you in darkness dense; 
You would maintain the soul of man 
Is quite the beastly Caliban. 
I have but said the flesh doth rot 



140 



The Soul's Journey. 



And restoration there is not 
For it when burnt to elements;— 
Death is (he end of body and sense; 
If not, (here can not be a death, 
For what then dies at loss of breath? 
Methinks you place your flesh far higher 
Than mind in its divinest Are. 

But images arc born of mind, 

Tlie senses then they leave behind. 

They strip theflesh of all its clay, 

The form remains of purest ray. 

If in imagination we can be 

'Tis higher than reality 

Whicli always grovels on the earth, 

Ne'er rising to the second birth 

Whose child leaps forth the image bright 

DiflTusing the serenest light. 

The image is the shape sublime, 
Eternal, lying out of Time; 
In worth life comes not near it. 
Life dies, is not of spirit. 
Nought can its vision pure assail 
While yon in mental might prevail; 
Its world exists more firm and sure 
And longer mustforman endure 
Than what decays at every breath 
Down crouchingat the glance of Death. 



A compromise is often made 
Betwixt the substance and the shade; 
A hybricl phantom springs from thence 
Which seeks to save corporeal sense ; 
By no S'lch mixture be deceived. 
'Tis true that men have oft believed. 
There is some subtle, half-way mean. 
The bo 1y and the mind between 
Which has of sense whate'er is real 
Of spirit all that is ideal: 
This part, 'tis said, survives our frame. 
Yet has the senses all the same ; 
Moreof its nature they cannot tell. 
But they believe it just as well. 

Now if one seeks what this may be 
Which vaguely through the dark they see, 
It is the image, nought beside; 
Flesh can not rot and then abide ; 
For what is lelt from death is mind 
Freed from its i-erisha^le rind. 
Vain is thy search, if thou hast sought 
Some mental flesh or fleshy thought. 



Our longring drives tis to create 
Like this our life the future state; 
Between the two is but a breath 
Which breathed out is titled Death; 
A little step the boundary o'er, 
Then all is as it was before; 
And when this limit we have passed 
There are no more, it is the last. 
A balm to loss is thus applied, 
A few short years at most we bide. 
Then travel we the self-same way, 
With the beloved dead to stay. 
We speak and hear the spoken word, 
We have our senses all restored, 
And the relations of our life 
Are given back without their strife 

But yet this i bought its force will keep : 
Our bodies are an ashen heap;— 
Where is mine eye to see her face. 
Her flesh to fill my fond embrace. 
Mine ear to which her tones must reach 
Her tongue to move the airy speech. 
And whence proceeds the mystic light 
Which shines upon a sunless night? 

I know the things which Faith demands 
I must hereafter touch her hands. 
Must draw to my embrace her form, 
And feel her body even wdrm; 
The future world is just the same 
As life here is in fleshy IVanie. 
Dear friend, to state the matter plain. 
This is a figment of your brain; 
It is an image which you take 
From Past and it the Future make. 

Such a belief may quell our sighs 
Asfrom tile heart's recess theyrise. 
And give the troubled mind repose 
By keeping under what it knows. 
But manhood thus must quickly die 
Smothered in the soul beneath a lie. 
Conviction sold to dry a tear 
By heaven, is a price too dear, 
Truth must be followed to the end 
E'en though a man to Hell it send; 
Of all the lies on human scroll 
The worst is that to one's own soul. 

Whaterver may hereafter be. 
To this, methinks, yon will agree, 
That now for us the future state 
An image is at any rate. 
But if this Now alone endures 
It only images assures ; 
Whatyou imagine, that must be 
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An image, not reality; 

So you continuing, 'tis clear 

Tlie image doth remain as here. 

Think not this argument is made 
The futuie world aught to degrade. 
The realm of shades is far mare true 
Than what with eyes I daily view j 
The tools of flesh, touch, hearing, taste. 
Smell, sight, showbuta fleeting waste; 
Letwhat is falseaway be thrown, 
Then that which is can well be known ; 
The spirit- world has one defense : 
The image is more true than sense. 



But the objection may occur 
The image is for me, not her. 
It lies »■ ithin my mind alone 
Meanwhile to her it is unknown . 
Let me reply, you can not tell . 
this image she may have as well. 
She has a mind and it is free. 
And all belongs to her as me . 



Perchance it seeme to have been taught 
That she depends uppn my thought. 
Now must we higher far ascend 
Futurity to comprehend; 
Imagination can not give 
The reason why the soul must live. 

From the outside what can be smitten 

Has on it Death most plainly written ; 

And 80 the body sinks to clay 

And sensuous things speed soon away. 

But that which spans the universe 

Can not be held in any hearse ; 

What may exist outside the All, 

Which shall assail, or it enthrall? 

Whatever thinks can never die, 

Else theught is in itself a lie. 

For thought the universal knows 

And has all bounds within its close. 

Death to destroy is this: to think; 

All limits thus to nothing sink ; 

The deepest word the spirit saith 

Is Thought, which is the death of Death. 



To me the image disappears 
When I am gone, or dried my tears; 
But future life rests not on me 
She is though her I may not see. 
Such groundofdoubtdoth spring fromsense Objective is her form and tiue 



And it derives its force from thence ; 
For sense doth make our being twain, 
While mind restores to one again. 
To see her with my bodily eye. 
We are apart, and so we die. 
What separates is finite, small , 
The unit is eternal, all; 
Flesh marks our limits, each to each. 
The end is death, whereto they reach. 

See how the image is far more,— 
Grasp now this thought within its core; 
The image is both she and I, 
Both are each other ever nigh , 
Unbidden oft she doth appear 
And bidden always she is here. 
Our life returns quite as it was. 
The same delight without the flaws, 
I move within her sphere again 
I hear its rausic'sgladdeststrain; 
Call it not heaven which is to be. 
It was, it is, remains with me. 
She lacks the flesh as I have said, 
I want it not, for it is dead . 



What if I die, or her forget. 

Is the image lost, or lives it yet? 





Existent without me or you. 
But that we may communicate 
When we are in the fleshlesa state. 
Or what may be our true relation, 
Thereof is given no demonstration. 



6. 



Why should you make the world to come 
Of all the glories the full sum? 
My heaven lies in the Past as well, 
It is the world in which I dwell. 
My life with her is what haa been, 
In flesh her body dear was then, 
Now 'tis an image and will stay 
An image lit with spirit's ray; 
Into the Now new-born, the Past's 
Dead form, with mind eternized, lasts. 

To hope what once has been , will be 
Is hope and not reality . 
Into the Future why thrust the Past? 
That can not make its presence last. 
Say 'tis the Past and then be done, 
So for your theught the truth is won . 

Bnt neither Future nor the Past 

Is that which holds our swaying fast;. . 

The one we know has never been, 



142 



The SouVa Journey. 



The other ne'er will be again. 
Both are of shapes the most inane, 
Their sole pursuit leaves man insane. 
The Now alone we have, forsooth, 
The Now alone reveals the truth, 
Now is Heaven, now is Hell 
Both are raised by thine own spell. 
Now all the things which once have been 
Come up before the mind of men ; 



Eternal is the Now and true, 
Now springs her image to my view. 

This is the restoration dear 

Of her for whom I dropped the tear. 

When separate our flesh was torn 

And the whole world became forlorn. 

Of her the individual 

All this remains, and this is all. 



CTCLET THE FOtTBTH. 



Ah Reader, dry are now my words 
And dry too is my thought. 

No more I seek the magic spell 
Which heretofore I sought. 

The tuneful rhythm is heard no more 

And Poesy has fled. 
For imageless the word falls down 

As soon as it is said. 

The realm of dreams is under ban 

In which I moved t)efore. 
And Fancy has been left l>ebind 

With all her gaudy store. 

Tlie world of images is past 

And of emotion too. 
For Reason is without a tear. 

Without a shape to view. 

Poetic forms are broken here 
In this domain of thought. 

Their beauteous light leads but astray 
Into the slough of nought. 

The pictured Past or Future e'en 
Can not be Truth supreme. 

They are not real, eternal not, 
O quit thy AMiitless dream. 



2. 



The broken bond I seek to keep 
Though thou art in the grave, 

Each link I daily burnish bright. 
With tears our Past I lave. 



I have called up a world of shades 
Wherem I dwell with thee. 

Thine image is my dearest mate, 
Which lives and moves with me. 

I throw away my conscious self, 

I pray to be a dream. 
That I may never feel or know 

I am not what I seem, 

A restoration sweet it is, 
Its nothingness I will not think. 

To me is given thy form anew. 
And bound the broken link. 

But now there comes a throb of doubt 

As weeping I awake, 
Is this the all to be restored 

Of the true bond that brake? 



The imaged world in which 1 dwelt. 
And then of which I sought defense, 

Giving to it the prop of thought, 
Its pageant placing over sense, 

I feel indeed I musf renounce 

As that which shows the end supreme, 
A reconciliation true 

It had, but truest not, I deem. 

"It is now time to seek return 
Unto the world in which we live;" 

So Reason whispers in the ear 
Offering herflnal boon to give. 
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' 'For all that thou hast truly lost 
Lies here before thy mental eye, 

Here is thy triumph over Fate 
And here thy lordship o'er the sliy . 

Still do not think this is the Real 
Which we have scoffed and left behind ;' 

'Tis not the sensuous world alone, 
But radiant everywhere with mind. 

A ne" reality it is 

Which now within the world shall dawn, 
Reality it needs must be, 

Yet filled with all that once seemed gone. 



Her flesh is gone beyond return, 
Of soul the shriveled crust, 

Her body must be given up, 
I know that it is dust. 

But the one person can not form 
The bond entire of man, 

It is the bond which still controls 
If we the world but scan . 



The children, husband, wife. 
And all the dearest ties of blood 
Just as they were in life. 

But yet the thing of Hope is not. 

It always is to be. 
The promise can not be the Real 

Sunk in Futurity. 

Shall I offend when I must call 
That future realm a dream. 

It is not now and never was ; 
What then but Fancy's gleam? 

Whatever weal may be above 

Let it not rest a name. 
But realize this thought of good. 
And give to Earth the same . 

The bond of love in Heaven's home. 

Death shall not separate; 
Eternal too it should be made 

In this our present state . 

But different is the earthly means 

For restoration ta'en. 
The missing member is renewed. 

The bond doth then remain. 



What will endure is not this one 
Which changes soon and dies. 

And then another takes its place. 
The missing one supplies . 

What here abides, 'tis plain to see. 

Can be nor I nor you, 
But the relation liveth sn. 

Than we more strong and true. 

And so the world still gnes its way. 

The institutions last, 
But you and I are instruments 

Whose time is quickly past. 

In sooth wo are but as we serve. 
Take hold and do not slack. 

If we refuse or fail or fall. 
Another 's in our track. 



5. 



Religion fills the breast with hope 
And paints the future state. 

It promises in Heaven to heal 
The deepest wound of Fate. 



6. 



Imaginary is the form 

Which the dim image brings. 
Unreal are all the dreamy shapes 

Whereof the Poet sings. 

But real ie this life of ours , 

And real is our thought. 
Pursuit can not restore the dead, 

Tho Past can not be caught. 

The universal chain is made 

Of many single links. 
The chain remains, the links must change. 

As flesh to nothing sinks. 

Thu» Reason speaks: I am the whole. 

The true Eternal One, 
Which is renewed through Death alone. 

By Death is Death undone. 

But the Eternal is not Past, 

Not Future's dim Ideal, 
It is the Now in its full right, 

The Eternal is the Real. 



There too, it says, shall be restored 



All else is but a promise false, 



144 



The SouVs Journey. 



A hope that's unrulfllled, 

The hunger of the human soul 

l8 by the Present stilled. 

Nor yet this Present which is meant 
Can be life's sensuous trance ; 

It must be ruled and filled with mind, 
Else 'tis a phantom-dance. 



Death comes and tears the bond in twain, 
Removes the living from the sight; 

Emotion ploughs the breast with sobs. 
And all the world flies into night. 

Next out the darkness steps a form 
Which to the soul deep raptures saith ; 

It seems as if all is restored; 
The Image triumphs over Death . 

But then this shape begins to fade, 
And e'en to flee what once it sought; 

Eetum we must mto the world. 
Now last the Imoge yields to Thought. 



8. 

1 heard the world to sweai 

In silent vow, 
The Future must be turned 

Into the Now. 



The Holy Promise paid 

Must be to-day. 
Too long we have endured 
The false delay. 

Hope must fruition be 

Whose horn is full. 
And to the Real must change 

The Possible. 

To life the Image vain 

Must quickly leap . 
The dream and waking too 

One shape raustkeep . 

To knowledge, brightest sun. 

All Faith must rise. 
Yet seek the world below 
And not the skies. 

The day of Judgment too 

Is every day. 
The judge sits now to hear 

What you may say. 

The deed must be the creed 

Which is not said. 
And life an endless prayer 

Which is not prayed. 

God has become a man 

And Death a Birth, 
Let Heaven now fall down 

Upon the Earth . 



